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That you had promised the Marquis I would write for him something exceeding the average length of " Annual compositions "; that you had promised him I would write at all: I took this for one of those elegant fictions with which you amuse your aunts of evenings, before you get into the small hours when dreams are true. Three summers back, provoked by the incivility of editors, I swore an oath that I would never again have to do with their vapid books, and I brake it in the sweet face of Heaven when I wrote for Lady What's-her-name Wortley. But then her sister wrote to Brookfield and said she (Lady W.) was beautiful, so I could not help it. But whether the Marquis be beautiful or not, I don't much mind; if he be, let him give God thanks and make no boast. To write for people with prefixes to their names is to milk he-goats; there is neither honour nor profit. Up to this moment I have not even seen The Keepsake: not that I care to see it, for the want of civility decided me not to break mine oath again for man nor woman, and how should such a modest man as I see my small name in collocation with the great ones of Southey, Wordsworth, R. M. M., etc., and not feel myself a barndoor fowl among peacocks? Goodbye.
Believe me always thine,
A. T.
Milnes was angry at the refusal, and my father answered him banteringly again:
Jan. loth, I8371.
Why what in the name of all the powers, my dear Richard, makes you run me down in this fashion ? Now is my nose out of joint, now is my tail not only curled
1 Quoted in Wemyss Reid's Life of Lord Houghton.